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fruits and delicacies and aromatic wine the like of which the
mortal world had never seen. Aunt Feng was ushered to the seat
of honor, the girls next sat down according to their age, with
Hsuan-wei sitting at the lower end as host
As the feast proceeded, the moon shone brighter and brighter
until it was like day and the fragrance of flowers filled the entire
room. After wine had been around a few times, the girl dressed
in bright red poured out a large cup and presented it to Aunt Feng
with a song in which she bemoaned the quick passage of flowering
youth but said that she could only blame her own destiny and not
the wind. She was followed by the girl in white with another
offering of wine and a song on the same theme. Aunt Feng took
offense at the songs. "Why should you two," she said, "sing such
doleful songs in the midst of this joyful feast and on such a beaute-
ous night as this? Moreover, I cannot fail to detect the ill-dis-
guised personal affront to myself. This is no way to treat a guest.
I propose, therefore, that each of you should drink a large goblet
as a penalty and sing a song of a different tenor."
Whereupon she poured out two large goblets and passed them
to the offending singers, but in doing so she upset one of the cups
and caused it to spill on the bright red dress of Ah-tso, the youngest
and proudest of the girls present. Now the accident would have
been overlooked if the wine had been spilled on some one else,
but Ah-tso, being young and beautiful and proud, and red being
a color that spots most easily, said angrily, "My sisters may be
afraid of you but I am not," 6 and so saying she rose abruptly and
left the room. "How dare she speak so impudently to me?" Aunt
Feng said, also rising angrily from the table. The other girls en-
treated her to stay, saying, "Ah-tso is young and ignorant. Pray
forgive her and we shall bring her to Auntie tomorrow to offer
her apologies." But their entreaties were in vain; Aunt Feng went
off in a huff in an easterly direction, and the other girls, too, scat-
tered and disappeared among the flowers. Hsuan-wei tried to fol-
low them, but he slipped on the moss and fell, and when he re-
6 Readers who know their flowers will recognize that this statement is not mere
braggadocio on the part of Miss Pomegranate.